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ABG. What do you mean by that, brother ?

BEB. I mean, brother, that I never saw a man less
of an invalid than yourself, and that J could never
ask for a better constitution than yours. A great
proof that you are well and that your body is
perfectly sound,, is that, with all the pains you have
taken,, you have not yet succeeded in undermining
the soundness of your constitution,, and that you
have not yet destroyed your stomach by all the
medicines "they have made you take.

ABG. Why, brother, it is just by their means I am
kept alive. Monsieur Purgon says that I should
succumb if three days elapsed without his attending
to me.

BEB. If you do not mind what you are about, he will
take such care of you that he will send you into
the next world.

ABG. But just let us be reasonable, brother. You
have no faith; then, in medicine?

BEB. No, brother; I do not see that it is necessary
to salvation to have faith in it.

ABG. What? You do not hold as a true thing, that
which is believed by the whole world., and has been
held in reverence by all the ages ?

BEB. Far indeed from thinking it true, between our-
selves, I regard it as one of the greatest follies of
mankind; and, looking at it from a philosophical
point of view, I cannot imagine a more absurd
farce, I cannot think of anything more ridiculous,
than for one man to undertake the cure of another.

ABG. Why cannot you believe, brother, that one
man can cure another?

BEB. Because, brother, the springs of these machines
of ours are a mystery which, up to the present,
men do not understand; nature holds too thick a
veil over our eyes for us to know anything about
it.

ABG. Then, according to your opinion^ doctors do not
know anything ?